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A Clauſe of Mr. S EAT ON's Will, 
Dated OZ. 8. 1738. 


2 Give my Kiſlingbury Eflate to the Univerſity of Cambridge for 

ever: the Rents of which ſhall be diſpaſed of yearly by the Vice- 
Chancellor for the time being, as he the Vice-Chancellor, the Maſter 
of Clare Hall, and the Greek Profeſſor for the time being, or any 
two of them ſhall agree. Which three perſons aforeſaid ſhall give 
out a Subject, which Subject ſhall for the firſt Year be one or other 
of the Perfections or Attributes of the Supreme Being, and ſo the 
| ſucceeding Years, till the Subject is exhauſted; and afterwards the 
Subject ſhall be either Death, Judgement, Heaven, Hell, Purity of 
Heart, &c. or whatever elſe may be judged by the Vice-Chancellor, 
Maſter of Clare Hall, and Greek Profeſſor, to be moſt conducive to 
the honour of the Supreme Being and recommendation of Virtue. And 
they ſhall yearly diſpoſe of the Rent of the above Eftate to that Maſter 
of Arts, whoſe Poem on the Subject given ſhall be beſt approved by 
them. Which Poem IT ordain to be always in Engliſh, and to be 
printed; the expence of which ſhall be deducted out of the product of 
the Eſtate, and the refidue given as a reward for the Compoſer of the 
Poem, or Ode, or Copy of Verſes. 


E the underwritten do aſſign Mr. SEATON's Reward 
to WILLIAM GIBSON, M.A. for his Poem on 
Conſcience, and do direct the ſaid Poem to be printed according 
to the Tenor of the Will. 


* J. Brown, Vice-Chancellor. 
= oy | P. S. Goddard. Maſter of Clare Hall. 
8 J. Lambert, Greek Profeſſor. 
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A 


POETICAL ESSAY. 


ILENCE, to thee, beſt nurſe of ſerious thought! 
From Courts, from Camps, and buſy Faction's din, 
From Trade's throng'd walks, and Pleaſure's gay parade 
Thy Vot' riſt gladly turns. O! thither lead, 
Where far ſequeſter'd from the frequent haunts 
Of men, thou lov'ſt in ſecret cell to live 
With Solitude thy ſiſter: there with you, 
All abſent elſe, along the pathleſs wood 
Oft let me devious range; or by the brink 
Of ſome lone fountain laid, from morn to eve, 
In Meditation paſs the peaceful day ; 
A In 


: (2) 

In Meditation, ſuch as to the Mind 

Opes her own ſtores exhauſtleſs; and unfolds 
Pow'rs ſo diſtinct, ſo wonderful, and vaſt, 

As loudly ſpeak her origin divine. 

But chiefly on thy myſtic properties, 
CONSCIENCE! in ſolemn muſing let me ſit, 
Till the flame kindle in my raptur'd breaſt, 
And from my tongue unwonted numbers glide, 


NoR in ſuch hour, thou, watchful Sentinel ! 
Vnſeen of mortal eye that ſtand'ſt aloof 
Liſt'ning the buſy Mind, attentive till 

To all her various workings, and on leaves 
Firmer than flint, with ſilent ſtroke and deep, 
Graving each ſecret thought : Nor in ſuch hour, 
With the dread outcry of remember'd Il, 
Diſturb the flowing ſtrain; . for Thee which flows 
In artleſs meaſures, haply ſuch as theſe —— 


PasT was the reign of Chaos, and of Night; 
The groves of Eden bloom'd; and Man aroſe 
Lord of the rich Domain — of form erect, 
Comely, majeſtic; and with Paſſions fraught 
Warning to ſhun, or prompting to purſue 
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The painful, or the pleaſing. High o'er theſe, \ 
A band rebellious, Reaſon ſat ſupreme, 
Skill'd to collect, arrange, compare, combine 


Ideas, as they riſe; and thence infer 


The fitneſs, or the turpitude of things. | ) 


YET leſt too pow'rful Paſſions ſhould propel 
Headlong to acts immoral, nor allow 


Time for ſlow Reaſon to deduce a rule 


To cutb their mad career; CONSCIENCE kind Heav'n 
Appointed her aſſiſtant; CONSCIENCE quick an 
To heed the call of Duty, to diſcern 


Twixt right and wrong, and bias to the beſt. 


ON Man, to ſuch a Monitor conſign'd, 
How firſt advanc'd Iniquity? how firſt 
Stole in Corruption? ſlept the Sentry then, 
To whom his God had left him? Ah! not fo 
She fail'd her mighty truſt; but wide awake, 
And thrill'd with horror for an act, might plunge - 
Each unborn Age. in everlaſting woe, 
Ev'n when his trembling hand was ſtretch'd to take 
The fair forbidden fruit, deſiſt, She cried, 
Deſiſt, and ſin not! ſpeechleſs he and pale 


AZ Awhile 
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Awhile ſtood falt ring, till by Eve beguil'd, 
Rebel to CONSCIENCE he did take and eat. 


THERE periſh'd Innocence; an injury there 
CONSCIENCE ſuſtain'd of dire event to Man! 
Weaken'd ſhe roſe, and feebler from her fall 
With feebler efforts from the human heart 

| Repell'd inſurgent Vice; till by degrees 
Her voice was ſcarcely heard; till Abel's blood 
Cried from the ground, and God condemn'd the world. 
Since when, with ſeeming unconcern, ſhe oft 
Sees her prime laws infring'd; and oft obſerves 
Reaſon's frail bark by boiſt rous Paſſions driv'n | 
Far from its courſe, nor bids the ſtorm be till. 


YE! who abſtracted from ſuch common cares 
As catch the Vulgar: Ye! who leave alike 
Folly's fantaſtic train, and Comus' crew 
Unwiſely mirthful, to their midnight glees, 
By the pale lamp to ply your ſtudious toil 
In ſome lone chamber, till the ſhrilling cock 
Warn of approaching day, ye beſt can tell, 
Vers'd in the hoary regiſters of Time, 
Each ancient ill invading hence the world. : 
| | Not 


| . 
Not Iſrael's race, the choſen charge of heav'n ; 
Nor Aaron's ſelf their leader, and their prieſt; 
Nor Jeſſe's Son, whom God approv'd, and took 
From tending on the waſte the teeming ewes 
To rule his own elect, untainted 'ſcap'd. 


Ir, CONSCIENCE! quickly from thy ruins roſe 
Evils like theſe, o'er-ſhadowing ev'ry plant 
Pleaſing to heav'n, or good for mortal man; 

And in an age too when the Will divine 

By Prophets oft, and oft by Signs was ſhewn: 
Leſs wonder if, ſuch warnings heard no more, 
Succeeding ages deeper ſunk in fin ; 


Leſs wonder, if Philoſophy in vain 


Eſſay d with friendly, tho' with feeble hand, 
To raiſe fall'n Virtue, and reſtore thy ſway. 


O! what a liſt might ancient Greece, or Rome; 
Ev'n when Refinement threw her brighteſt rays 
Around their rival ſtates; and Wiſdom's voice 
Oft by their favour'd Sons along the banks 
Of cool lliſſus, and the green retreats 
Of Tuſculum was heard, afford of names 
Odious to Virtue ftill but why recur 


To 


9 
To periods flown j or wake remembrance up 
Of long- forgotten guilt, when modern times 
By Heav'n's own light illum'd, and taught to aim 
At nobler ends than ancient ages knew, 
Teem with ſurpaſſing. crimes; when ev'ry ill 
Which hell gave birth to, and the bad adopt, 
Thrives in our ſtreets, and taints the paſſing gale. 
Lo! where regardleſs of her plighted vows, | 
Her huſband's peace, her hoary parent's pang, 
Her infant's future fame, in the broad ſun 
The bold Adultreſs haftes to meet her ſhame. . 
Leagu'd with Injuſtice, lo! where Av'rice burſts 
Through ev'ry moral tie; and graſping ſtill 
At treaſures not her own, from pole to pole | 
Braves the hoarſe billow, and defies the ſtorm, — 
Not Afric's fatal heats, nor ſcorpion brood, 
Nor howling deſarts can protect her Sons 
From Rapine — See! on Guinea's glowing coaſts 
She pours her greedy legions; to their woods, 
Their rocks, their caves the frighted Ethiops flee 
Swift, but in vain - thence ſtruggling torn, behold! 
Far from their friends, their babes, their frantic wives, 
From ev'ry fond connexion of the ſoul, 
To dwell with Darkneſs in the central mine, 
* And 


| (7) 
And bear the iron ſtripes of men more fell 
Than all the monſters of their native wilds, 
She drags them — ſome diſdainful of her chains 
Ruſh reſolute on death; leſs deſp'rate ſome, 
Not leſs determin'd, ſcorn the proffer'd food, 
In tears diſſolve, and ſigh their ſouls away. 
See! too the Fiend, o'er Aſia's waſted plains, 
Array'd in terrors, hideous ſtalks along 
From Ganges hallow'd ſtream with haſty ſtride 
Turns the ſcared Pilgrim, he whoſe pious care 
Hither his fainting dying Sire had borne 
To heave his laſt, breath on its facred fide, 
And in its waves be waſh'd of ev'ry ſtam — 
Whence are his fears? ſee! where the reeking flood, 
In cryſtal eddies curling once along, 
Now glows with human blood, the blood of thoſe, 
His kindred haply, who to ſave the Land 

From lawleſs Spoilers bravely fighting fell. 

Still as he flies he caſts a ling'ring look 
To Plaſſey's purple field, and ſobbing cries — 
© Ye Sons of Albion! madly who exchange 
* Cool temp'rate airs for India's ſultry gales 
In ſearch of gold, may ev'ry ill, which gold 

© Genders ſo plenteous, vex your fordid Ifle — 
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© Faſt by your Sea- beat ſhores may Matrons ſit, 
Watching thoſe ſails they ne'er ſhall ſee again; 
While thronging Widows, to your chalky cliffs 
* Lament their abſent Lords, on yonder plain 
Who glut the vulture, and manure the ſoil — 
May Luxury unnerve, and Diſcord tear 
* Your weaken'd ſtate, and Faction threat the throne, 
< Till, no more patient of increaſing crimes, 
< Heav'n from your hands reſume the regal Rod, 
And bid ſome diſtant Colony be Queen.” 
Nor were his vows in vain, the Pow'r who ſaw 
His bleeding heart, with pity ſaw, and ſaid, 
© None but thy laſt petition be delay'd.” 


THESE,CONSCIENCE! are the crimes, and more than theſe, 
Which from'thy fall o'er all the peopled earth, 
Flow far and wide; as o'er the Belgic plains, 
Its bound'ries broken, flows the Ocean's tide. 


YET dread ye Guilty! dread the coming hour, 
When like a Lion with his noon-tide ſleep 
Refreſh'd, and ruſhing furious from his lair, 
CONSCIENCE fhall rouſe her; when no more content 
Silent to fit within, or whiſper low 


(9) 
Her dictates, through the ſoul her ſtern rebukes 
Loud ſhe ſhall thunder, terrible, and fterce. 

Yes! as the Plund'rer with his prey returns, 

The ewe-lamb raviſh'd from the poor man's breaſt, 
The orphan's portion, and the widow's mite, 
Thou on the way ſhalt meet him — meet him then, 
When leaſt expected, and when welcome leaſt 
From thy upbraidings to convivial crowds, | 
To dulcet meaſures, and enliv'ning draughts 

Of gen'rous nectar tis in vain he flies; 

Still ſhalt thou haunt him at the genial board, 

Still like the night-bird ſcream amid the ſong, 

And daſh thy bitt'reſt poiſons in his bowl.. 

Nor ſhalt thou fail when Darkneſs o'er the world 
Draws her dun robe; and not a ſound is heard, 
Save of the beating ſhow'r, or hollow guſt, 

That groans around the roof, then pauſing ſinks, 
And groans again anon ; or the due beat 

Of ſome ſlow-ſweeping Pendulum, which marks 
The momentary march of Death on man ; 5 
Nor ſhalt thou fail with ſudden flaſh to fling 

The Ruffian's curtains back —— appall'd he ſtarts; 
And glares upon. the gloom ; till as the Moon. 
 Gleams through the. ſilver crevice of a cloud, 
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A thouſand hagard Forms, at Fancy's call, 
Riſe round his bed, and fweep along the floor, 
And ſhew their yawning wounds, and yell their wrongs. 


Bur chiefly then, when Sickneſs plants her thorns 
Beneath his pillow, and in toſſings wild | 
From ſide to fide he ſeeks repoſe in vain 
When the World's boaſted pleaſures to his view: 
Grow leſs, and lefs, and leſs, and the tir'd Soul 
Forth-peering from her crumbling cottage ſpies 
Another ſhore of being after death, 

Then chiefly ſhalt thou fpring to due revenge ; 
Arm'd with the mem'ry of each practis'd crime, 
Or ev'n in thought projected, then alarm 
The ſlumb' ring legions of Remorſe, urge on 
Deſpair's fell band, and harrow up his ſoul. 


THEN too to vengeance horrible arous'd, 
And clad in tenfold fierceneſs ſhalt thou ſtand 
' Beſide the Atheiſt's bed; by his who oft 
With wit profane, and poignant blaſphemy, 
And ſpecious ſhow of argument hath ſcoff'd 
Each awful truth, and ridicul'd his God. 
Not the pale Trav'ller on the fleeting ſands 
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Of Araby, who marks the ſullen ſhades 
Of night deſcend, and hears the whirlwind howl, * 
And all the famiſh'd foreſt roar around, 
Feels what he feels; no nor Prometheus ſelf 
Raving and ſhiv'ring on the froſty ridge 
Of Caucaſus, as fabling bards have ſung, 
While vengeful Furies ſhake their ſcorpion whips 
Shricking aloud, and gory Vultures tear 
His bleeding entrails, growing to be torn, 


Non gently, CONSCIENCE! ſhall thy chidings fall, 
When of omitted duties to the mind | 
Thy liſt lies ſpread — in burning characters 
Where firſt ſhall ſtand ſach charitable deeds 
As never were perform'd —— the hours, the days; 
The months, the years, for nobleſt uſe deſign'd, 

In dull inaction loſt — the talents, given 


Alike to bleſs their owner and mankind, 
Left unemploy'd, uſeleſs alike to both, 


TIMELY be wiſe then, Ye who careleſs drive 
With Paſſion's rapid ſtream; or fondly ſeck 
Felicity by other paths than thoſe 
Preſcrib'd by CONSCIENCE, timely then be wiſe ! 
Still 
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Still as alluring proſpects win you on 
To faults from errors, and from faults to crimes, 
Heed well your ſteps, and hear her whiſper'd laws — 
So ever and anon around your hearts | 
Such joys ſerene ſhall ſpring, and pleaſures play, 
As for the gold, and gliſt'ring gems of Ind, 
Grandeur's rich robe, the unfading wreath of Fame, 
Or boundleſs Empire, were unwiſely fold — 
So through a world, where many a net is ſpread 
For Virtue's foot, and harlot Vice awaits 
To tempt th' unwary Paſſenger aſtray, 
Still ſhall ye ſafely paſs — fo unappall'd, 
And ſmiling at the dart of Death, deſcend, 
By Hope attended, to the ſilent grave. 


